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Is very well off. There is nothing in his bungalow but guns, spears, and hunting trophies ; he never goes home, and I have an idea that there is some heavy drain on his purse in the old country. But you should hear him troll a hunting song with his grand organ voice, and you would fancy him the richest man in the world, his note is so high and triumphant!
So when in after days we boast
Of many wild boars slain, We'll not forget our runs to toast
Or run them o'er again;
And when our memory's mirror true
Reflects the scenes of yore, We'll think of him it brings to view,
Who loved to hunt the boar.
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